SIR PHILIP SIDNEY

Her eyes-speech is translated thus by thee,
But failst thou not in phrase so heavenly high?
Look on again, the fair text better pry:
What blushing notes dost thou in margin see?
With sighs stol'n out, or kilTd before full-born?
Hast thou found such and such-hke arguments,
Or art thou else to comfort me forsworn?
Well, howso thou interpret the contents,
I am resolv'd thy error to maintain,
Rather th^n by more truth to get more pain.

Lxvra

STELLA, the only planet of my light,

Light of my life, and life of my desire,

Chief good whereto my hope doth only aspire,

World of my wealth, and heaven of my delight,

Why dost thou spend the treasures of thy sprite

With voice more fit to wed Amphion's lyre,

Seeking to quench in me the noble fire

Fed by thy v/orth, and kindled by thy sight?

And all in vain: for while thy breath most sweet

With choicest words, thy words with reasons rare,

Thy reasons firmly set on Virtue's fe<*t,

Labours to kill in me this killing care,

O think I then, what paradise of joy

It is, so fair a virtue to enjoy I

LXIX

O JOY too high for my low style to show!

O bliss fit for a nobler state than me 1

Envy, put out thine eyes, lest thou do see

What oceans of delight in me do flov 1

My friend, that oft saw through all masks my woe,

Come, come, and let me pour myself on thee.

Gone is the Winter of my misery:

My Spring appears: O see what here doth grow!

For Stella hath, with words where faith doth shine,

Of her high heart given me the monarchy.

I, I, oh 1, may say that she is mine,

And though she give but thus conditionly

This realm of bliss, while virtuous course I take,

No kings be crown* d but they some covenants make.